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very best trees, and an abundance of seating accom- 
modation, one or two refreshment rooms, a band 
stand, a gymnasium for both adults and children 
in at least every other new park, and an ample 
pavilion to which people could resort for shelter when 
overtaken by rain or other inclement weather. In 
speaking of this, I do not ignore or belittle the fresh 
air piers, which, for instance, have been a blessing 
to our metropolitan proletariat, nor overlook many 
other advantages given to the poor of recent years: 
but I do emphasize the great need and the call for 
more suitable recreation and breathing spaces. 

I am perfectly aware of the vast cost of three, 
two, or even one such park in the heart of a great 
city; but there is not one metropolis in the United 


States but could well spare a block, two blocks, six 
blocks, of reeking tenements for such a utili- 
tarian and beautifying purpose. What a memorial 
one such park in the tenement district of each city 
would be to the millionaire or millionaires who 
might so easily afford the outlay! 

Also, without the expenditure of a very large 
amount, a day nursery could be established in every 
block of the congested sections, to which the infants of 
the poor could be taken. One- tenth part of the wealth 
of any representative multimillionaire could be in- 
vested with amazing results in this single direction. 


These nurseries would be open during school hours, 
nurses being appointed by the city to assume the 
oversight of such charges as are too infantile to 


enter the kindergarten, the nurse to be responsible 
for them until a certain hour in the afternoon, when 
the mother or guardian could call for them. It 
would be difficult to express the relief which a few 
institutions of this character in each city would bring 
to the working mothers of the Republic. 

And there is another scarcely less important phase 
of this question- the prevention of children from 
playing in the street. As must be only too apparent 
to the observing, the sole playgrounds of thousands, 
one might say hundreds of thousands, of children 
to-day is the street, where, in many instances, amid 
all manner of coarse conduct and coarser language, 
within the danger zone of passing vehicles, ana often 
Continued on page 16 


THE SENTRY OF THE SOUTHERN BORDER 


S OMEWHERE along the boundary line 
stretching from Yuma to the Pacific 
coast there is a horseman with keen 
eye turned toward the barren, rugged 
mountains of Lower California, or sweep- 
ing the expanse of desert which on the 
far horizon merges into the salt marshes 
at the head of the gulf beyond the Mexican 
border. If you meet this figure by chance 
on a narrow trail, it is as well to answer 
any question put by him frankly; for a 
shield pinned to his shirt proclaims him 
to be a, or rather the. United States 
Boundary Rider, with authority to use 
the rifle and pistol he carries. 

It is a pretty long post, this of his, a 
hundred and fifty miles as the crow flies; 
probably the longest and certainly not 
the least exacting upon physical endur- 
ance and temperament of any single law 
guardian, national or otherwise. In the 
rough, still thinly settled border country 
of tne Southern California mountains and 
across the wide, parched area of the Colo- 
rado Desert, there is work enough for one 
man in intercepting cattle smugglers, 
slippery Chinese immigrants, and an oc- 
casional outlaw making hot of foot for an 
asylum across the Mexican line. Hence 
the reason why he does not follow any 
regular patrol, but, doubling frequently 
on his trail, is, by day or night, in blinding 
dust storm or when the torrential rains 
turn dry river beds into cataracts, likely 
to be encountered in some place, when in- 
formation might lead one to suppose he 
was many miles distant. He is, m fact, 
an example of the value Uncle Sam places 
upon the right kind of man, as contrasted 
with the number employed by the Mexi- 
can Government for the same duty across 
the border. 

Six to One in Mexico 

A S vis-4-vis to the one American, who 
is prepared to tackle squarely any 
number of lawbreakers, the Mexican Gov- 
ernment maintains a patrol of a dozen or 
more picturesque looking rurales, who 
steal upon the lone hunter or prospector 
in fine melodramatic fashion. Then if his 
papers are not in order to the letter it is 
a comparatively easy matter with odds of 
six to one to carry him off to prison. 

But as an illustration of where the odds 
are against the United. States Boundary 
Rider there is a memorable border inci- 
dent to hand. A former Boundary Rider 
had rounded up a band of cattle smug- 
glers and landed two of the most desper- 
ate in his headquarters at Campo, sixty miles from 
the coast. Then came the question of taking them 
down to San Diego. To march them afoot was not 
according to custom, and moreover provocative of a 
rescue; yet to mount them was to put a premium 
on the best means of escape. Then a buggy was 
thought of^^ut how to seat the prisoners with 
regard to security was a problem. If the Boundary 
Rider drove, it would have been necessary for one 
cattle smuggler to sit behind, which would not do at 
all. If both were placed in front, they might con- 
spire to make a dash for liberty at the first likely 
chance. 

Finally the Boundary Rider decided to intrust 
one of the cattle smugglers with the reins, while he 
kept watch over the other on the seat behind. 
In this way the officer and his prisoners started 
down the mountains. All went well until they came 
to a spot where the road skirted a steep bank. Then 
with a jerk of the off rein the cattle smuggler driving 
overturned the buggy down the bank. There was 
of course a pretty fair smash up as far as the buggy 
was concerned; but that the horse and cattle smug- 
glers escaped without serious injury was made plain 
by subsequent developments. When the Boundary 
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smuggled across the border; but where and by 
what means his deputies could not discover. The 
Boundary Rider was warned to keep a sharp look- 
out, and for a time haunted likely and unlikely 
places for crossing the line, from Yuma to the 
Pacific, but to no purpose. Finally the movements 
of one Pedro, a genial old Mexican, attracted his 
notice. Pedro with a pair of mules was making 
frequent trips up from San Diego, ostensibly to 
cross the border by a usual up country trail; but 
it was discovered he never crossed by that route. 
Hence, the Boundary Rider thought something 
might develop by tracking Pedro. 

Kept Watch of Pedro 

S O when Pedro turned from the main road a few 
evenings later, the Boundary Rider was keeping 
in unobserved touch with his movements. In a little 
while Pedro struck into a carton, which descended 
for half a mile upon a creek through which ran 
the dividing line. His follower stole to a point 
of vantage overlooking the creek to watch Pedro; 
but neither the Mexican nor the mules appeared. 
Presumably Pedro had camped for the night. The 
Boundary Rider was inclining to that opinion, when 


7 flashed on the mountain. The", as if in 

, response to an answering signal on the 

American side, the light flashed twice. 

"Something going to happen pretty 
soon!” thought the Boundary Rider, 
making sure of his gun. What presently 
did happen became of absorbing interest 
to him. From the shade of the Mexican 
bank a wagon was driven cautiously 
down to the creek; then followed mut- 
tered oaths as the team balked in mid 
stream ; so he moved to the edge of the 
creek on the American side. 

"Hey there, Pedro, you lazy dog!" 
came from the driver of the wagon, as the 
Boundary Rider's figure loomed indis- 
tinctly ahead. "Why don’t you lend a 
hand here?” 

Very obligingly the waiting officer 
waded out until knee deep; then with 
united effort the team was urged into a 
spurt. As the wagon was drawn up on 
the American bank, the driver turned to 
anathematize Pedro again for halting it; 
but swiftly changed his mind as he 
caught the glint of a pistol leveled at 
his head. 

"Quite a full passenger list, ain’t it?” 
dryly remarked the Boundary Rider, 
surveying the crouching forms of several 
Chinamen in the body of the vehicle. 
"Guess it's all up,” growled the driver. 
“Not quite,” retorted the Boundary 
Rider. "Looks as if there might be 
room for one more on the front seat. 
Get down off there quick!” he ordered. 

The driver descended promptly, while 
the Celestial passengers looked on with 
expressionless features. 

"Up with your hands!” was the next 
command. 

A Disconcerted Driver 

A S the driver complied, the Boundary 
Rider slipped one hand beneath the 
other's coat to satisfy himself that a gun 
was not concealed there. Then he took 
the reins and ordered the driver back 
to the seat. 

"And if you breathe loud enough for 
a coyote to hear,” he warned — "Well, 
you won't have much use for a pair of 
lungs afterward.” 

An unintelligible muttering among 
the Chinamen brought the further order 
to tell them to keep quiet, or something 
would happen particularly distressing to 
the Chinese. 

Thus in silence the plains officer with 
his capture waited. In a little the 
light in the brush of the hillside flashed several 
times rapidly. 

"Somebody’s getting quite worried up there," re- 
flected the Boundary Rider. 

Presently a small gesticulating figure appeared 
at the edge of the brush. 

"Don’t you utter a sound!” admonished the 
man of law in an under breath to the driver. 

Then the figure came forward at a quick step, 
panting emphatic reproaches. “What a fool busi- 
ness! Hey! what you wait for there? The devil! 
that Gringo rurale come along and catch the 
Chinamans. Bah! you not sense to find that old 
mine tunnel. What's matter? You got a mule 
head?” 

“Why, hello, Pedro!” greeted the Boundary 
Rider, as the figure came up to the wagon. "Nice 
evening for a Chink party. Just take a seat up 


party. Just take a seat up 






with his handkerchief, the cattle smugglers had 
ridden off to safety across the Mexican line. Still 
the question is much discussed along the border, 
How should he have taken them down to the coast? 

Another distinctive boundary incident relates to 
the natural but illegal purpose of Chinamen to enter 
the United States. Information had come to the 


over the creek on the other side of the line. As 
there was no habitation thereabout, it looked to 
the pursuer as if things were getting ready for 
a cattle drive; so he prepared for action. Leading 
his horse down a spur of the carton side wall under 
cover of the darkness and the brush, he posted him- 
self in concealment near the crossing and waited. 

‘ en 


there by your partner.” 

Pedro drew back with a splutter of Spanish oaths. 
“Come, up you go quick!" tersely urged the 
officer, with a significant click of his pistol. 

"Bah! that storekeeper lie,” muttered Pedro as 
he obeyed reluctantly. " He say you gone Campo.” 
"Well, next time you’d better not take chances 


the Boundary Rider. 

Thereupon the captor backed the wagon load 
of contraband Celestials to the clump of sycamores 
where he had left his horse, ana with precau- 
tions not to be taken by suiprise swung into the 
saddle. Then, tossing the reins to the driver, he 
ordered him to move ahead on the trip down to San 



